




























over the sink, her skin is this gold
because it's summer.
Inside a coat pocket, two cigarettes
are crushed halfways.
A clock's tick inside her wrist
& the day is slow.
Bathwater dried in book pages,
the kettle singing by itself.
Beneath the table's shade circle, the small white
dog
sleeps deeply, sides stuffed out
with breakfast.
On the street where magnolias flower indecently,
children are drawing a hopscotch map
in pink & aqua chalk.
Their voices carry inside,
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like the neighbour's telephone ringing.
Its stutter of bells, just once.
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